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most distant regions. I wanted lo follow her, but I was
ashamed, and so was she. Out there she met another man
—a fine chap—one of my comrades. They ran away
together and now they are living abroad."
Nikolai took off his glasses, wiped them, held them up
to the light and wiped them again,
"My poor friend!" exclaimed the mother lovingly
shaking her head. She felt sorry for him, but at the same
time something about him made her smile, as a mother
might smile at a child. He shifted his position and picked
up a pen, waving it in rhythm to his words as he went on,
"Family life sucks the energy of a revolutionary—it
can't help it. Children, insecurity, the necessity of work-
ing to feed the family. A revolutionary should store up
energy, so as to expand his activities. The times demand
it. We must always march ahead of everybody else, be-
cause we are the workers chosen by history to destroy the
old world and build a new one. If we lag behind, giving
in to our weariness or to the distraction of some little
triumph, we are guilty of a wrong almost as great as be-
trayal of the cause. There is no one with whom we could
march side by side without damaging our cause, and we
must never forget that our task is not some little trmmph,
but complete victory."
His voice grew firm, his face pale, and his eyes shone
with their usual serenity. There was another ring 6f the
doorbell. It was Ludmilla, her cheeks red with cold, her
body shivering in a coat too light for the season.
"The trial is to take place next week," she said testily
as she took off her worn galoshes.
"Are you sure?" cried Nikolai from the other room, ,
The mother ran to him, uncertain whether it was fear
or joy that caused such tumult in her breast. Ludmilla
went with her.
"Yes, I am, At the courthouse they openly admit that
the sentence has been decided on already/' she said, a
shade of irony in her deep voice, "How do you like that? Is
the government afraid its officials will be too lenient

